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Lehman; Well, it's a shame. 

Schilling: What's a shame? 

Lehman: The state of things. 
Schilling; Yes. The state of things, 
such* a shame. 
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Aldebaran Review no. 4 was printed May 1969 in an edition 
of 500 copies at Noh Directions Press by John Oliver Simon 
and Richard Krech. Contents are not copyright since that 
would imply a willingness to employ pig penal system, but 
they are guarded £ will not be misused. 

We are also currently printing Aldebaran Review no. 6, 
which includes poems by david-dougald, Margaret Randall, 

Delio Alfonso, Sid Rufus, Paul Mariah, Ronald Si 11iman, 

Robert Nordlie. Brad Lehman, James Sorcic and John Oliver 
S4mon.. We have received a $500 grant from the Coordinating 
Council of Literary Magazines, but remain as poor as ever. 
Alta is now accepting poems for a summer issue of Aldebaran, 
which she will guest-edit. Send them to her at above address, 
if you forget the return envelope they won't be returned. 

























TOE UPSTAIRS FLAT 


The upstairs flat has been rented by an order of 
monks* who get up at 4 in the morning and chant, Pd 
almost rather the crazy woman with the TV set that ate 
cats was still there* but she got married and moved 
to the suburbs. 

The monks have purchased the great organ from the 
Fox Theatre* but none of them can play it. The crazy 
woman had an accordion, and of course when she fed a 
cat to the TV the noise was terrific, but Pm dreading 
the day they get someone into the order who can play 
the organ. 

The man downstairs drinks. He hasn’t noticed the 
monks yet, but some morning when he’s coming home from 
the bars he 8 11 see the black-hooded figures filing out 
of the upstairs flat on their way to St. Peter and 
Paul’s. He’ll probably think they are ghosts, but he 
won’t care much. 


Pete Winslow 


I DO NOT UNDERSTAND 

THIS EXTERMINATION 

YOU HAVE PERFORMED IN ME 

Through the thickest parts 
of night’s veins 

we crawled 

clinging to each other 9 
but you still cannot see 

my animals have died at your door. 

You will not let me impale my hunger 
on your razor stare. 

You cannot hear my bones 
crying to you. 

Nothing can connect me to you. 

We drop into craters of time, 
rock jaws sleeping in serpent skin. 

In the tangled music of 
broken shadows we 
strangle our lives 

with the disease we called love. 

And you still cannot feel 

my name's flesh 

starving at your gate. 


Brown Miller 



MIND DRAINAGE 


November rain clots in 

the fertilized gutter of my 

dust packed soul, 

existence storms within me 

ticker tape thoughts struck by lightning 

mad stockholders of cells sunspot through my flesh 

reaching to sear the plastic backdrop 

through which I walk. 

Telling myself of Great Auk stars 
does not create enough 
petroleum jelly in my mind 
to ease the bums from 
my inward x-raying eyes— 
frog legs of pain 

can-can in burlesque of my seriousness, 
my stomach unreels in newsreel battle gore, 
the nauseating pain creeping onto my face 
hidden by the flesh familiar to the eyes 
as one Douglas Blazek. 

November rain sometimes is freckled by sun 
and for that moment onion-faced old women 
scurry with shopping carts to get cabbages 
but it isn't long before it's pouring again 
like crumbling chimneys and the street is hollow 
except for the cars that sizzle down the 
black mica and erase themselves with the night. 

Earth must be a strange place for a mapmaker 

a place where the battlefields turn into fertilizer 

and children into burnt pudding 

rivers turn into drainage ditches 

and starvation is a necessary evil 

when countries are doing the necessary good 

by building tanks and bombs, grenades and bullets— 

it is no coincidence the word "kiss" is 

spelled so alike "kill". 

Ah, but in November it is rain 

and my ribs are not barbecuing in radioactive delight 

and the kids are wading in boxes of blacks 

and fossilized pain is melting in my stomach 

and the street is turning into a soft lizard 

with red, yellow and green eyes pinballing 

along its spine — my soul floats in 

rippling fingers towards the drainage ditch making 

the only map I understand. 


Douglas Blazek 


DAGWOOD 


He turns up every day regular as clockwork and even 
the President, probably, reads him and laughs his nuts 
off. But Dagwood’s not laughing. He had to take that 
crummy job in the funny papers because he couldn’t even 

get through Trade School, And since he didn’t haye any 
money there wasn’t a good-looking babe in town who’d give 
him a tumble. But the Dagwood you know isn’t the same guy 
I went to school with. Once he was hired, they changed his 

name, gave him that dopey haircut, saddled him with a 
pasteboard wife he couldn't bang and some kids that weren’t 
his and chained him to a drawing table. For awhile he was 
so horny he wanted to quit, but he couldn’t kick about the 

pay check so he hung in there and pretty soon he forgot about 
making it altogether. Then one day he got the surprise of 
his life. It was August 23 and he was just getting a good 
kick in the ass from Mr. Dithers while in the cartoon below 

Dr. Rex Morgan was treating a beautiful boy. Dagwood saw 
and suddenly he was a man again. Of course there was no 
way to get down through the ink lines, but at night while 
his creator's chain rattled against the table leg he dreamed 

the most amazing dreams. Awake he wished for his freedom, for 
an older son, for Herb Woodley in drag. He got nothing. The 
boy passed out of Rex’s life forever and Dagwood went back 
to his sandwiches. So now you know: read with reverence. 


Ronald B. Koertge 


TO BE STRUCK ALIVE BY DIFFERENT WEATHER 


Dawn spills out of 

slate sky. But it’s a dawn of moldy words, old 

fingers: colors of knives and concrete. 

My skin waits 

for an orangejuice sun, to be struck alive by 
different weather. 

Still the room drowns. He said. Baby you'd better 
choose now. 

Beating, beating. Under the mountain of grey 
sheets, no answer. 

Verbs of dust 

hurt my eye. But I don't see how to 
go with him. 

Or how to stay in these walls I can't live in 
where everything 

falls with the frostbrown apples, where an 
icebird keeps 

banging against the window. And cries for what is 
green and warm 

keep bruising the glass inside my bones. 


Lyn Lifshin 


he waited till she went to bed 

and snuck a cigarette. 

when he was sure she was asleep, 

he took the bourbon from beneath the sink. 

He took two pieces of calorie-enriched bread 
and fashioned a mayonnaise-mustard-catsup sandwich, 
he took her latest fashion magazine, 
and beat off to the brassiere ads. 

before collapsing into dismal sleep, 
he left a note: 

n my love, we’ve been together thirty years now — 
but if you cannot respect me i must soon depart you. M 


Gerald Locklin 


GETTA 


Teacher hey teacher 
Don ? t give us no words 

Like flower pony pillow 
Give us words more like we live 
Like what Jackson 
Like kill teach us kill 
Why kill 

Because I wanta kill 

And getta give us getta 
What * s this getta I been hearin* about 
Somethin* I can get easy 
Getta you mean ghetto 
G-h-e-t-t-o 
A ghetto is is 


Emllie Glen 





SIX OF CUPS(£r suzy) 


standing in a flowerless concrete 
garden offering a cup 

the child-woman said imustlivethelifeofanartist 
i handed up my cup a splendid white flesh flower 
turning green leaves under blushing out of red earth my 
cup of earth and grass and sky she turned away 

walking down by the stream the water dirty bubbling 

over stones i wander trapped in child-womans nervous garden 

~i used to live by a stream when i was a little girl we caught 

the crabs that hid under the rocks in summer she didnt see my offered 

cup of seaweed and green crustaceans that i had saved from my summers 

dreaming we scurried sideways over the swaying board that served as 

a bridge in the concrete garden 

crawling thru the genetic tubes of memory we came out in 
a desert black skinned with flat noses and no hair i told her 
of the circumcision ceremonies pythons and foreskins cut away 
with stone knives i danced to the sound of bull roarers that sung out 
with the voice of god and offered her a cup of blood she did not see or 
pretended not to see she refused the cakes of blood holy food pressed 
out of our fathers bodies she turned away and walked alone while the 
women of her family beat me senseless and i underwent subincision to 
become fathermothercuntman i created the universe with my screams and she 
went deaf spilling the third chalice upon the unyielding harsh grey ground 

sitting on a stone wall i offered myself again 

this time in a cup of apples i curled up as a snake and 

tempted her to take a bite she spoke the word freedom with her 

mouth said she was the kind of chick who liked to make the first 

advance if she wanted any antidotes for forbidden fruit she said she 

would have come into my garden i looked into her lerteye for a long 

time heard her blood stream laughing she got up smiled and as she 

moved away again she tripped over one more cup spilling flower and red 

earth out onto the grey stones at her feet -sorry she said and turning int< 

butterflies she flew away over green grass into some other garden 

i looked after my one remaining cup and saw the ghost of 
her body dance therein sending ripples thru the wine § like boy 
jesus in a garden i prayed after her the prayer of little boys 
sorrow sweating blood 

-oh woman take this flowered cup from me if thou wilt 

but 

not my will but thine be done 

amen 



john thomson 



photograph of a circus in europe 


all the children are gleeful, 

except for the ragamuffin whose oval face is shocked, 
and her sister, prettier, who is asleep on her shoulder. 

all the other children have large open mouths. 

her own small mouth is turned down like that occasional 

jack-o-lantern one sees. 

her eyes are turned down at the comers. 

she has caught her breath like a fluttering sparrow. 

child, i have seen it too. 
it will not go away. 

always the others will be wide-mouthed with hysteria 
or asleep on our shoulders. 

we will go through life looking like pumpkins. 

the other kids will say, **how come you always look like a pumpkin?** 
and someday even the prettier person asleep on our shoulder 
will say, **how come you always look like a pumpkin?** 


Gerald Locklin 


Daniel D. Teoli Jr. 
Archival Collection 




I crossed campus, sun warm on my hair, 

words on the sign you wore 

touched a hungry place inside me 

(I stopped tearing leaves 

when I realized, 

you touched my hand "yes") 

3 years later we lie side by side 
your child wiggling inside me 
miracles. 

alia time, miracles. 


Alta 








